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Chapter 1: Chapter 1 


For Charlotte (Her friends called her Charley) Pollard, 
it seemed that everything was moving in slow motion 
as She watched the floor, dark grey stone criss- 
crossed with an eclectic assortment of carpets and 
rugs, rise up to meet her. 


All she could see was the floor, slowly rising to meet 
her and no doubt bash her skull open. But her ears 
were still working, and she could hear the sounds, the 
sounds she would never forget, of the TARDIS. 


Yes, she knew this floor that rising up, so ever- 
inchingly slowly, and was no doubt going to knock her 
fully unconscious once it hit her head. This was the 
floor of the TARDIS, her friend, and the Doctor. The 
Doctor. Her Doctor. 


How did she get here? She would probably never 
know. 


All she could see was the floor, but her sense of pain 
was working, too, so she could in fact feel the pain in 
her wrist, where she'd slashed it open with a 
conveniently broken piece of metal. She'd already lost 
a lot of blood, more than she cared to keep track of. 
That was why she was in the middle of collapsing, at 
the moment, after all. 


And did she mention her ears were working? Working 
perfectly fine. Yes. She could hear the background 
noises of the TARDIS, she could even feel her hum 
through her feet. 


And she could hear the voice of the Doctor, in as slow 
a motion as her fall, his voice flabbergasted, more 
confused than anything else, because it had only been 
a second or two since she'd suddenly found herself 
standing inside the TARDIS and not in the endless 
metal hallway of the space station, so he didn't yet 
realize what was happening, he was just surprised to 
see her. Right now, his voice was asking, in slow, so 
Slow motion, so surprised it overrode all other 
emotions, "Charley?" 


And then, of course, she finally hit the ground, the 
hard, stone ground, which was, in fact, very hard, 
despite the attempt she could feel the TARDIS making 
to cushion her fall. 


And then everything did, of course, go black, because 
now not only was she bleeding to death, now her skull 
was probably cracked open on top of it. 


But you know what? She was fine with that. This was 
probably another trick to keep her alive, anyways. 


